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Welcome to New York 


At the Uber stand outside of JFK airport, there were two other people waiting for their ride. Jerry glanced at 
them before turning his gaze to the sky as he pulled his denim jacket tighter around himself. It was the first 
day of May in New York City. So why did it feel just like February in LA? He left the mid-seventies for low- 
fifties. 


A light blue Prius pulled up and Jerry had to do a double-take. Then he gave himself a smack. It wasn't Stone, 
he told himself. Don't be an idiot. This is New York and his boyfriend's little electric car was back in Seattle. 
Man, he thought, | really miss that stupid, little car. No, | miss Stone. 


The two people gave Jerry a polite smile as they slid into the car. Jerry watched it quietly pull away. He 
checked his phone to see how far away his ride was and a couple moments later, a big Chevy Tahoe pulled up. 
The driver didn't seem to recognize Jerry, which was a relief. 


"Four Seasons, right?" 


"Yes," Jerry confirmed as he pushed his small suitcase across the seat and then climbed in. He kept his nose 


buried in his phone for the forty minutes it took to get from Queens, into the city. 


Stone informed him that the band would be flying in from Philadelphia that morning. Jerry hadn't heard from 
him since they landed. He told Stone his flight would arrive in the late afternoon. Jerry assumed Stone would 
be grabbing a nap when he arrived. As he entered the hotel with his Seahawks hat down low, Jerry attempted 
to go straight to the front desk. 


"Jerry?" 


He recognized that voice. As soon as he looked up, a Polaroid camera's flash went off and behind it, Mike 


McCready grinned. 
"What are you doing here?" 
"Oh. Oh, hey, Mike." 


The other guitarist gave him a quick hug. "I didn't know you were gonna be in town. You gonna come by the 


show tomorrow?" 
"Yeah. Yeah, probably. | hope so." 
Cool. I'll ask Smitty to get you a pass." 


"Um, thanks. Thanks, Mike. That may not be necessary." Jerry glanced around, wondering if maybe Stone was 


up. ‘Hey, um, | need to see Stoney. You know what room he's in?" 

"Yeah. Right next to me. Uh, twelve-ch-three” 

"Great. Thanks. 

"No problem. | gotta go. | see the van out there. We're going to find a record store in Brooklyn" 


"Have fun, Mikey. Thanks again." Jerry was well aware of the strange look Mike gave him as he walked away. He 


wondered if Mike had any idea about Stone and him. 

At the desk, he smiled at the very young and very cute clerk named Assad. 

The kid smiled at him. "Checking in, sir?" 

"No. Yes. Sort of? The person in twelve-oh-three should have left instructions to give me an extra key." 
"Of course. May | see your identification, please?" 


Jerry pulled his California driver's license from his wallet and gave it to the kid. 


The clerk examined it for a moment and then handed it back. "Very good, Mr. Cantrell" He slid a key card 


across the marble counter. "Welcome to the Four Seasons. If you need anything at all, please let me know.’ 


He took the key card and smiled. He couldn't be sure, it had been a while, but Jerry thought the kid might be 
hitting on him. Especially with that sweet, somewhat shy smile. "Thanks." 


The ‘do not disturb’ sign was on the door. Why Jerry suddenly felt nervous, he couldn't explain. He wanted to 
see Stone. Needed to see him, to hug him tightly, kiss his face, feel Stone's arms around him. And Jerry was 
one door away from that. One locked door to which he held the key in his hand. So why was he frozen in fear? 


Because less than twenty-four hours earlier, Jerry said the L-word. Jerry hadn't said the L-word to another 
person in at least three decades. But he told Stone, in no uncertain terms, that he was in love with him and 
that he wanted their friends and families to know. Jerry Cantrell, who had a reputation of perpetual bachelor 
(read: slut), told the man he was dating that he was ready for this to be it. Had he said it because he felt 
threatened by a picture on a random man's Instagram account? Is this what snooping the internet had done to 
him? 


He took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Jerry slid the card into the lock. As quietly as he could, Jerry 
pushed the door open an inch at a time. He ducked his head in and saw Stone's bare feet on the bed. Careful 
not to wake him, Jerry stepped into the room and held onto the door so that it closed softly and silently, he 
turned the deadbolt. 


Leaving his bag by the door, Jerry approached the bed. The moment he saw Stone's face, all of Jerry's 
worries melted away. Stone lay on his back, propped up by a couple pillows. His glasses were perched on top of 
his head and a book lay open, spine up, on his bare stomach. All he had on were a purple pair of boxer briefs. 


How many times had Jerry found him exactly like this? 


He sat down beside Stone and carefully picked up the book, folding the corner of the page and closing it before 
placing it on the side table. Jerry sat for another few moments, quietly gazing at his lover's peaceful face. The 
years that had passed left their imprints on Stone. Crows' feet gathered around his eyes, grey hair was 
peppered throughout the light brown. But to Jerry, whose own face had collected the same wrinkles, they were 
badges of honor. They held wisdom and experience and strength. They were the battle scars of men who would 
not give up, who persevered through dark times and rejoiced in good times. To Jerry, every line and every 


grey hair made Stone more attractive because of the stories they told. 


Jerry gently leaned in and touched his lips to his lover's. Under him, he felt Stone stir. He smiled as he pulled 
back to look at Stone as he opened his eyes. 


"You made it." 


"| made it." 


"Why do you look so dopey?" 

With a snort, Jerry replied, "Its really good to see you, too, dear: 

Stone started to look around, patting his chest and the bed with his hands. 
"They're on your head” 


Jerry chuckled when Stone glared at him while he reached up and took his glasses, sliding them back on his 


face. 
"How was your flight?" 

“Long! 

"Move. Did you have trouble getting another key?" Stone smacked Jerry's thigh and then started to get up. 
Jerry stood and stepped aside. "No. There was a cute, little twink at the desk" 

"Of course there was," Stone replied just before he stepped into the bathroom and closed the door. 

He took a breath and then went to retrieve his bag. Jerry brought it over and sat it down on the sofa. He 
took a bottle of water from the mini-bar and waited for Stone to come out. Jerry heard the toilet flush, then 


the tap turn on. When it turned off, Jerry counted to five in his head, grinning to himself when the bathroom 


door opened. 

"What time is it?" 

Jerry glanced at the digital alarm clock next to the bed. "Six-thirty." 
"Let me throw something on. We can grab dinner." 

"Stone." 

"What?" 


He made a little face, wrinkling his nose and looking around. "We don't have to go out. | thought | mean | came 


here to be with you. | want to be with you.” 
"You will be. | won't make you eat alone." 


"Stone!" 


"Jerry!" He was teasing him, Jerry knew it. Stone stepped up to him and smiled as he brought his hands to 


Jerry's face. "I'm so happy you're here. Now, you can tell me that thing in person” 


Jerry wrapped his arms around Stone's shoulders, practically mimicking the photo. He squeezed as he replied, 


"What thing?" 

"You know, that thing you said on the phone when you thought | was cheating on you" 
"For the record, | never thought you were cheating. 

Stone gave him a look that said he didn't believe Jerry. 

"| mean it! Okay, maybe | thought you were hug-cheating, But not fuck-cheating’ 

"| dont know what hug-cheating is, Cantrell, but say the fucking thing. 


Jerry narrowed his gaze at Stone while Stone raises his eyebrows. They stared at one another until Jerry 


murmured, "I love you." 

‘| love you. | would never cheat on you, hug, fuck, or otherwise." 
"I know. I'm sorry for getting jealous.” 

Stone grinned. "You said you weren't jealous." 

"| was." 


"I know. | thought it was fucking adorable." Stone squeezed Jerry's cheeks. "Don't do it again" He gave Jerry a 
kiss. 


| saw Mike in the lobby. He asked what | was doing here." 
"And what did you tell him?" 

"Flew all this way to fuck you, going home tomorrow." 

Stone smirked and nodded. "Seems reasonable. What'd he say?" 
"He said good, you need it. Been a miserable bag of shit lately." 
"| did say | missed you." 


Jerry walked Stone back to the bed and gently forced him onto his back. He crawled over him and said, "| don't 


want to go out. | don't want to leave this bed until tomorrow." 


"Okay. You can do that. | need to eat, though." 


"This is a fancy hotel. They have room service." Jerry nipped Stone's neck. He knew he had him when Stone 


sighed and brought one leg up, around Jerry's hip. "Want you. | want only you." He nipped and kissed some more. 


"Jer," Stone breathed. "I'm yours." 


